than they are. In the Quetta bazaar we pass
hundreds of these Baluchis, Afghans and Pathans
of the border region. They wear bushy beards.,
baggy trousers, and heavy red-leather slippers
with upturned toes. There is none of the
grovelling and salaaming among them that one
sees in the plains. They have an independent
air that excites admiration. Their expression
does not encourage the sahib to strut as he is
tempted to do in many parts of the East. For
some reason, possibly because they live a little
nearer the enervating Tropic of Cancer, the
Baluchis are not quite so fierce as their Afghan
neighbours, and they have finally become recon-
ciled to the British raj.

From Quetta we passed through the Pink
Mountains of Baluchistan, mountains far pinker
than the Dolomites, and then returned over part
of our route and continued our journey north to
Waziristan. To reach this barren, inhospitable
country after leaving the railway, you must cross
the Indus River. During the spring of the year,
when the floods are on, the bridges are washed
away, and the usual method of getting over is by
swimming on an inflated goatskin. At the time
of the rains, the Indus swells in many places,
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